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	1. (What's the Story) Morning Glory?

Lead On, Chapter 1: (What's the Story) Morning Glory?

Nick Wilde and Judy Hopps. Two names you should all, by now, be completely familiar with. As to where we left off with our two adorable rookie officers, that's something we're less familiar with. Sure, they'd stopped the villain, saved the day and solved the case, that much we can be certain about but I'm sure you're all more interested as to where we left _them_, if you catch my meaning. That whole little "you know you love me" exchange in a police cruiser really only left us all with ambiguity, a _cop_ out, if you will. But then again, I'm sure none of you are here to analyse scenes from the past, but rather to focus on our two hero's trials of the future. It's no secret that the pair make a formidable duo, but would it be a smouldering duel of wits akin to that of Sherlock Holmes and Irene Adler or perhaps more of the ilk of the Holmes/Watson, that being more bromance than romance? I'm sure we'll just have to find that out as we go, won't we?

On to more pressing matters however, now two months on from the whole "missing mammal" affair, a peculiar constriction marred the once carefree city of Zootopia, a tension hung in the air, so thick it could be torn by the swipe of some well-maintained claws, not unlike those harboured by many predatory species throughout the city. I assume many expected everything to return to normality the moment the case was solved, a rather idealist view; especially with it gaining so much notoriety, thousands had witnessed what they're fellow mammals were capable of when reverted to a primal state, thus prey once again had reason to fear predator. True enough, the machine that was the city was breaking down, and it was up to the two best _engineers_, if you're still following my metaphor, the city had to offer, Hopps and Wilde were once again to be thrown out of the theoretical frying pan and into the very real fire. So, without further trepidation: the day I met them started much the same as any other...

It was a dark morning in Zootopia, but fortunately a crisp and clear one with the squinting golden hue of the sun only just beginning to chase away the stars which covered the sky, heralding the coming day to be one of high temperatures and blue skies. The swiftly raising sun would soon reflect magnificently from each district, with the glass of the downtown high rises shimmering and the snow of Tundra Town glittering as if flecked with billions of minuscule crystals, all working to create a vista as vibrant and colourful as the city itself. And, speaking of vibrant and colourful, Judy Hopps' apartment. To compare it to a shoebox was a gross understatement, especially when you had feet the size of hers; yet she seemed to enjoy living in it, on some occasions even calling it "quaint" or "cosy." Symptoms, I like to think, of some strange form of Stockholm syndrome, where, after imprisoning herself she instead fell in love with the cramped little hovel. A funny prospect that the _cute_ little grey country bunny currently drooling into her pillow had solved one of the most high profile cases in ZPD history, although, as the old motto goes _sic parvis magna_. Her alarm let out its strained metallic trill, signalling it was 5:30am and, as always, the incredible Officer Hopps, living up to her name, hopped straight out of bed and turned it off with a healthy and enthusiastic vigour to face the day ahead. A process which I, in all honesty, find downright detestable; when/if I sleep, I set three alarms, one twenty five minutes before I need to get up, one five minutes before I need to get up and one when I need to get up. That allows me a good 20 minutes of "extra" sleep followed by another five minutes of staring at the ceiling wondering where it all went wrong. But I digress; you didn't come here to hear about my sleeping patterns, right? She moved, purely on instinct, towards her desk and cleared away a hoard of undoubtedly carrot themed paraphernalia with a lazy swipe in search of her phone which (probably) lay beneath. Thankfully finding it after a few moments and subsequently adjusting the brightness from "retina burning" to "almost bearable" she searched her contracts for one Nicholas Wilde. Their frequent texting conversations had become borderline manic over the past couple of months, with it keeping them up to all hours in the night and rousing them before the morning sun. Finding the name she quickly composed a message in an equal mix of tired stupor and wild glee reading: **Morning sleepyhead! Ready to face another day on the mean streets of Zootopia? XD**

Wilde's immediate response: **You know me, Carrots, always ready to make the world a better place.** I'll tell you now that the man's sarcasm resounded equally as well in written form as it did in oral, a true feat of cynicism.

**Jerk :P** Was Hopps' counter, not her best but then again, it was early. She followed it up before Wilde could respond with another question: **Sleep well?**

**Not especially, was thinking about something for a while, couldn't get settled. How about yourself?**

**Good, no thanks to you! But now I want to know what alluring thoughts could possibly keep you from sleeping! :)**

Wilde, however, took longer to formulate a response to this, why, I can't possibly say for sure but speculating would suggest that he intended to tell the truth then and there, and simply reply honestly with "**you**" but something held him back. Perhaps it was the fact of how cliché and dorky it sounded, although the mere fact he was considering it meant that he was perfectly comfortable dropping his "cool guy" act with regards to her. Or maybe it was due to sheer unbridled terror, whatever the reason, in the end he instead opted for another one word answer:

**Blueberries**

The thought of Hopps' face after receiving such as message has brought me a lot of amusement, I will tell you that now. Her somewhat dumbfounded reply: **You were up all night thinking about blueberries!?**

**Yeah, the ones from your farm are delicious but any time I buy them in the city they're borderline inedible, what's with that?** Evidently his previous life as a con man was becoming invaluable as he constructed this impenetrable emotional smokescreen. I mean blueberries? The slippery genius.

Hopps', I'm inclined to think now doubting her partner's honesty but certainly not his state of tiredness, simply replied with: **I'd love to help but if I don't start getting ready right now I'm going to be late, so I'll be seeing you at the station! :)**

**Catch you later Carrots**

By the arguably ironic virtue of living closer to the station, Wilde could afford himself a good few extra moments of relaxation, before getting washed, clothed and briskly walking there in a little over fifteen minutes, conversely Hopps' barely had fifteen minutes to shower and get into her uniform before having to spend a further twenty cramped into a subway train with the vacuous forms of other early morning commuters. The whole scene often prompts me to think of one of those horror films in which the dead come back to life, but then I remember that zombies usually appear more animated, and drink far less coffee. After fighting off snoozing for what felt like an eternity, the train finally rolled into the station, where Hopps instantly shot off and began bounding toward the station, praying to herself that she wasn't going to be late. Stopping momentarily to check her phone, she let out a huge sigh of relief, seeing that she was in fact about five minutes early. Continuing across the forecourt of the station towards the entrance, now at a more leisurely pace, she was suddenly taken by surprise by a familiar voice from behind her.

"Officer Hopps, fancy meeting you here!"

She turned quickly to see Wilde walking up behind her, dressed in his short sleeved blue uniform with a pair of familiar aviator sunglasses and an equally familiar sly smile on his face. She groaned and slowly dragged the palm of her hand down her face before answering, somewhat wearily, with, "Morning Nick."

"I see our little text spamming session couldn't of kept you up too late last night, you definitely had a good beauty sleep." He replied with a small laugh, still walking toward her.

Subconsciously confining his compliment as just friendly banter she quickly responded with, "You know I don't like it when we walk in together, it gives people the wrong idea!"

"I think what you mean is, it gives _Clawhauser_ the wrong idea, he then simultaneously gives _everyone else_ the wrong idea, that more like it?" theorised Wilde, still sporting his devilish grin.

"I… er… Yeah, no, that's completely correct." Hopps replied, turning and falling into pace beside him as they walked towards the door.

"If that's the case, why care? By this point everyone is already thinking it anyway, the guy is the most potent media outlet I know, and I know everybody." Wilde said with a small shrug.

"Y'know you're probably right again" Hopps conceded, with a nod.

Reaching the door to the station Wilde paused a moment as the smile suddenly left his face, he turned to face her, "Although, admittedly, it's not the worst idea is it?"

She stared at him for a few moments, wide eyed in disbelief, her fur quickly turning a redder shade of grey. She looked deeply into his now serious countenance as if trying to gage if he was serious or not, she tried to form a response but no words came, so her mouth just appeared to flutter silently.

I'll give Wilde credit at this point; he endured far more of her ridiculous display than I could have ever hoped to, her strange lip movements only now sending him into a fit of laughter as he broke his serious expression. "Your face!" he wheezed, trying to catch his breath between bouts of laughter. "I wish I had my phone ready!"

Hopps at this point was, I'm sure, greatly regretting leaving her fox repellent at home so instead had to settle for an old fashioned elbow to the ribs to sort Wilde out. Brilliantly executed and deceptively powerful given her size, Wilde was knocked to the ground doubling over in pain and was now struggling to control his coughing as opposed to his laughter. "You _absolute_ jerk!" the adorably irate bunny said thorough gritted teeth as she towered over him.

"Sorry, Carrots," he said, still laughing gently through the pain as he got up and dusted himself off. "Couldn't resist!" He pulled the door open and beckoned her to enter first, she did so but not without giving him a death stare as she passed. I'm guessing it was supposed to come off as withering and scary but, as it was her, it just made her look even more adorable, she was so cute when she was angry.

The station foyer was busy, as it was at all hours, with a couple officers running around dragging cuffed suspects behind them, others were hurrying to log evidence and other such things before their shifts ended, many more just tossed huge piles of paperwork to be filed for the majority of the day's cases, pretty much business as usual. Clawhauser, as always, was seated in his desk at the centre making short work of a pastry of some description, upon seeing the couple enter his eyes widened with predatory delight and a giant grin spread across his face, gazing at them as if their pairing somehow held the weeks winning lottery numbers. They pair didn't go over, simply waved a greeting, Hopps feeling she'd suffered enough embarrassment for one morning to face the bubbly leopard and Wilde feeling he'd laughed enough this morning feared that his lungs may not hold up throughout such an exchange. The duo quickly weaved through the ensuing anarchy of the foyer arriving at the morning muster a few moments later, and taking their usual seats at the front of the room. The department still hadn't sprung for smaller seats and desks so both of them had to stand on the comically large chairs to see over the mammoth surfaces, not that it really bothered either of them. The arrival of Chief Bogo, glasses already on with a fistful of files in one hand, heralded the familiar desk banging, to which Wilde joined in this time, producing a weedy treble to the other larger animal's thunderous bass.

"Alright, quiet down!" Bogo yelled, placing his files onto the small podium before him. The room fell silent immediately. "I've got an announce here, as you should all know City Hall is sending us two new, blah, blah, blah… Don't care!" He said scrunching the paper and brilliantly arcing it into a nearby waste bin.

"Warm as a freezer in Tundra Town as always Chief!" Wilde jeered from the front row.

"Shut it, Wilde!" Bogo responded simply. Following by handing out the day's cases which, varied wildly from infiltrating a gang of underground street racers downtown, to performing some busts on known gang hideouts in the Rainforest District and even investigating a recent spate of muggings in Sahara Square, no matter the variation however, Bogo always seemed to leave Hopps and Wilde to last. "Got something a little different for the two of you today, you know the two detectives we've got? Well the two of you are babysitting 'til they get to grips with the place."

"Sir," Hopps began hesitantly, "Are you sure we're best suited for this, I mean we've not exactly the most experienced officers you've got?"

"Quite sure, Hopps, you don't need to be experienced you just need to show them the city and I don't think either of you will have any problems finding your way around, also I think they'll be more comfortable with you two."

"Sorry Chief," Wilde chimed in. "_more comfortable?_"

"Oh didn't I tell you? You're new detectives are one Victoria Denton, _vulpes vulpes_; fox and one Warren Avery, _Oryctolagus cuniculus_;rabbit, so yes, I highly believe they would be most comfortable with Zootopia's first rabbit and fox officers, I remember how skittish you were when you first started Hopps."

"With respect, sir, I wasn't…" Hopps began.

"Dismissed, the pair of you, we're expecting both detectives to report to the front desk in about twenty minutes, I strongly suggest you're there to meet them." And with that he left, slamming the door as he did so, leaving a stunned rabbit and an equally stunned fox staring blankly at one another. As to what exactly was going through the pair's heads, I hadn't the slightest idea, but certainly one thing was for sure, I was about to find out.


	2. Our Mutual Friend

Lead On, Chapter 2: Our Mutual Friend

I've been wracking my brain for a while thinking as to how best to describe Victoria Denton, there's been a plethora of adjectives floating around in my head but every time I try to come up with something it always ends up just running in circles, not really getting us anywhere. I guess if I had to settle on anything I would simply be "good", very good, almost _too_ good. You know in films where they create some sort of clone or android or something that's faster, stronger, smarter and better looking than any natural mammal could ever be, yeah, got that image in your head? Then you've got a good idea. At this point you may be thinking I'm being a complete asshole and, yes, you're entirely correct but let me explain why:

The phrase "_can't blame the parents_" gets thrown around every now and then, but in this case that's entirely what I'm doing. Her parents came from a long line of old money on her father's side, which basically means great, great, great, great Grand Pappy Denton had walked out of the gold mine or oil field or whatever other form of old fashioned get minted scheme with a sizeable profit to his name and his descendants had done of good job of keeping it just so. You might be thinking that I'm about to tell you that this was only achieve by, shall we say, tactics that were somewhat _below the board_, unfortunately the whole thing is squeaky clean, enough legitimate fingers in enough legitimate pies to ensure they'd... Have enough filling to... Something about _upper crust_...? This analogy is falling apart; basically what I'm trying to say is you'd be amazed at how much a fortune turns into with a few centuries of safe investments. Understandable, although I've never really been one for playing it safe myself, then again I've never had the raw capital to found my own country so, hey, what do I know?

Now the next bit is one I haven't fully made my mind up about as yet; I can't tell if I really respect them because of it or if I think they were a few sandwiches short of a picnic, so to speak. So around the time when they were expecting their first (and only) child, the pair were living in a penthouse apartment in Grove Plaza, at the time one of Downtown Zootopia's most opulent and expensive habitats, sadly the building no longer exists, although from what I found out about it, most mammals would be lucky to make in a year what a week's rent cost, and that was about twenty-five years ago. The crux of the matter was, did they want a child growing up surrounded and spoiled by such luxury or did they want them to lead a somewhat average life as any other animal would, at least until she came of age and understood what it meant to succeed in the world? I'm pretty sure you've already guessed the answer, and you'd be right, they vacated their decadent apartment and turned down the offer from a family friend of a large country house- I say house, what I a actually mean is "_castle"_- and instead settled on moving to a quiet little old town a fair few miles outside of Zootopia, now don't get me wrong, it was no squalid industrial estate but in comparison to what they could have afforded it might as well of been. It was nevertheless a great area to bring children up in, far from the hectic lifestyle of the inner city and spread of pollution, and after the birth of Victoria the three lived life as any normal, happy suburban family would, albeit her parents weren't grinding away on some nine to five, but apart from that completely normal. As such, they didn't want their daughter attending snooty boarding academies her whole life just because they had the means to pay for them, they wanted her to have the life of any other child, understandable. So you can imagine their surprise when shortly after finishing her elementary schooling she was accepted into just one such boarding academy, but based purely on merit alone.

You would think at this point, surrounded by rich morons and high on self-confidence that our good pal Denton would have flown completely off the rails, quit trying to be anything, bought a convertible and retired to live off mommy and daddy's money, right? Wrong. Much to her credit, she remained ever the hard worker, the conscientious student and instead worked even harder, pursuing her newfound passions of English, biology, social and computer studies as well as taking a bizarre interest in physics. Her extracurricular activities also taking a somewhat bizarre turn as she was soon a black belt in some martial art I'm not even going to attempt to spell, a top long distance runner for the academies' cross country team and a keen hockey player. However, unlike the quiet suburban school she grew up in, this place had a much more elitist group of students, something which she found out about very quickly. For you see, you can have all the money in the world but it won't change what you are, sure you can buy some nice clothes or get a five hundred dollar haircut, but then all anyone will see is you _with money_. So others only ever saw her for what she was, not who and what she was, was a fox; predator, liar, cheat…

A lot of old boring philosophy types will tell you that there's a particular point or event in someone's life which puts them on the path, which shows them their true calling and Victoria Denton believed she'd found hers, joining in with the small group of downtrodden predators present in the academy she knew what it felt like to be discriminated against solely for what you are; she then knew that her true calling was to become a lawyer, a true defender of the downtrodden. She held on to her dream for the entirety or her school years, working hard, skipping the _playing harder_ and just reallocating it to working harder some more. By the time she had finished her high school time having to apply to a university didn't seem like any kind of a problem for her, practically acing all her final exams any respectable institute of learning would be insane to turn her away, but as they say, "the future belongs to the mad" although I'm pretty sure that wasn't in this context but you get the idea. Rejected for allegedly a whole host of reasons, but really only one in reality, the unwritten one right there glaring at her from between the lines, "No foxes allowed."

Moving to university played out a little differently to any boarding school as Denton lodged herself fully into her studies, and I mean fully. Criminology and psychology, as well as her electives, allowing dabbling in a fair smattering of further computer studies and picking up her old love of physics took her down the path of some mild electrical engineering courses. However, following her passion to learn about all things crime related, she made her very own criminal mistake; losing touch with her parents. I'm well aware that there comes a time in everyone's life where they have to focus on their own crap, I get that, but removing herself from such a close knit family was never a good idea, skipping summer breaks for internships and various forms of volunteer work and experience, never once thinking of traveling back home to see her folks. Upon completing her degree with honours, distinction, and whatever other bells and whistles she'd acquired, a prospect which filled her with delight whenever she contemplated it and it was now time for her to return home and begin anew the search for her law degree. And, I really wish I could say that's what happened…

Returning home to her parents should have been a cause for celebration, or so you would think. Her home town hadn't changed a bit in the four years she'd been absent, the street where she had lived, again unchanged, her childhood home looked as it did the day she had left, all that was missing was one thing… well _two_ things if you want to be specific. Fate always did have a funny little way of coming clean out of nowhere and joyously kicking your front teeth through the back of your head especially when you think you've got everything sorted, and that's talking from personal experience. Her benefactor had informed the police that she didn't keep a close relationship with her parents, which wasn't entirely untrue, and that she shouldn't be interrupted during her final weeks of her studies as she was well known for being incredibly driven in her own affairs. An incredibly cold move, but perhaps deep down one that rang a tad too close to her own thoughts. Immediately after finding out, she demanded to know everything, the when, the where, the what, the who, the _why_? In short, the whole thing was an utter mess: the when, as it turned out, was three months ago; the where was but a few miles from where she was standing in her own home; the what was a botched robbery turned into a double homicide; the why was allegedly because Denton's father had tried to stop the robber fleeing the scene and garnered a bullet for his troubles, his wife met a similar fate while coming to his aid. The who is where it gets rather more interesting and by "interesting" I mean tragically so. The who is still, to this day, unknown, the investigating officers at the time had tried to pin it on some drifter, poor guy really did had nothing to do with it but they were desperate, turned out the really just screwed themselves over as the case went cold and was abandoned soon after barely even two months after it happened. A shooting in broad daylight and, sure, people are going to see things, but very few of them will see anything important, no gun was found no description matched, may as well of been looking for a ghost. For Denton, however it really was too little, too late, I think she always blamed herself, although the whole thing really was just a roll of a dice, there was nothing she could have done to help, even though that didn't stop he r think there wasn't. Remember how I was talking earlier about how there's a turning point in everyone's life? Well, Denton had just been presented with another one. If there's one thing that shines more brightly than the need for justice, it's the need for vengeance.

I know you probably think you know where this story is going. Rich, smart, martial arts training, parents killed by a random thug on the street, about this point is where you'd be expecting her to don a suit bearing likeness to some sort of flying rodent and start beating up whatever criminals she could find, and I'll tell you now, you're wrong… although she was close to becoming the world's greatest detective, on paper at least. Now, personally I consider her next move to be a bit irrational, then again, I never seen my parents killer walk away scot free or had the money to fund a space programme, opting away from the vigilante route she instead bought a private security firm. That's right, straight up bought a business, how the other half live, huh? I've always had a personal problem with private security, the way it just teeters that line between lawful and unlawful has just never sat well with me, but then again it does good getting a lot of ex-military and ex-police folks some work. You want to trade your soul for a viz vest? I'm sure as hell not going to stop you. Her agency was a fairly small presence in Zootopia when she first purchased it, having a little fewer than one hundred employees and generally only for smaller municipal tasks, however after a much needed budget boost the newly christened "Predco" was fully in business. With a keen focus on their two goals, one: being the most efficient and cutting edge security service in the city and two: giving a better name for predators in the community, they were soon making great headway expanding throughout the city. Need an armoured car to transport funds across town? Predco's got you covered. Need some security for a _risqué_ party your throwing? Those guys at Predco are pretty professional. Need some bolstering to your private army? Predco probably has guys and munitions to spare. Need someone to track own your parent's killer? Predco's detective agency is one of the most technologically advanced in the world. Worried about someone stealing your bank details? Predco's anti-virus software was up there with the best of them. Throughout her time as CEO however, Denton never took centre stage, possibly still believing that many mammals would be averse to seeing a fox in such a position of power, instead leaving Predco in the hands of the board members. During this time, she worked herself as part of the private detective agency, being your own boss in the truest sense of the phrase, spending a lot of time investigating cases which the police had refused to and putting her university education to good use utilizing her knowledge of psychology and receiving the occasional strongly worded email after using her computer expertise to hack into traffic cams to review footage for cases when the ZPD were trying to brush her off. On occasion she was even know to drop fees for less well-off clients, much to the horror of several board members, however she always replenished the funds from her own pocket. I guess you could say she was a real modern day Robin Hood, robbing from the rich (herself) and giving back to the poor and a fox as well, how apt.

That about sums up everything that was in her file, quite an interesting life she's led thus far. Oh, but you wanted to know why she's only now decided to start working as a detective for the ZPD, right? She's clearly perfectly qualified and has a drive to do that kind of work. Yeah, I've got no idea either…

* * *

><p><strong>Author Note: If I might break character for a moment, hello, thanks for giving my story a go! I hope you can appreciate that these intro chapters are just setting up the main story, in other words, it'll all be better soon! Also, it'd be smashing if any of you would care to drop me a review to let me know how things are going thus far or send your questions through a private message if you're a classy gent and the odd followfavourite wouldn't go amiss! Haha! **

**But anyway, hope to see you all next chapter! ;) **


	3. By the Pricking of my Thumbs

Lead On, Chapter 3: By the Pricking of my Thumbs…

I think by now you'd probably be wondering just who your obnoxious, sarcastic asshole of a narrator is, and at this point I guess I owe you that much. Warren Avery, at your service, I guess you could say Zootopia's second rabbit officer? And don't think I don't know what you're thinking; a rabbit called "Warren" _Hilarious_. It does intrigue me though, as to what you think I look like at this point, are you picturing in your mind the masculine form of a muscular brown bunny or perhaps that more of a lithe rabbit, all black but for a devilish white grin? I'm afraid to disappoint you by letting you know it's neither, all thanks to me being a runty, vagrant mutant. And no, it isn't the fun kind of mutation which makes me heal really fast or read minds or fly or do anything out of the ordinary at all really. Being birthed from a brown furred mother and black furred father you would think tortoiseshell at worst, but no, I was white, as snow a feature which was highlighted perfectly by a pair of bright red eyes, separating me from simply being an arctic cousin. Thankfully, my eyes did work despite their unfortunate appearance, unlike others who suffered the same affliction, probably due to the large amounts of vitamin A from carrots; possibly, biology was never my strong suit. I mean, I kept in good shape; I'd even been trying to give up smoking but everybody's always on the lookout for "Tall, dark and handsome" and I was shooting straight for "Short, pale and nightmarish" everyone either never gave a second glance or the second glance was one of revulsion, well, _almost_ everyone…

I'd expect you think I'm now going to regale you with a tale of my exiting and exceedingly interesting backstory like I just did with our soon to be good pal Denton, right? Yeah, no, not going to happen. Postcard answer, after a questionable youth I was, shall we say _offered_, a job opportunity with Zootopia's very own security service; ZI5, and the rest, as they say, is history... Very, very, incredibly redacted history. Although joining ZI5 was actually the first time I'd really been to downtown Zootopia, I'd hung around the outskirts, sure, but never had any interest in exploring the bustling central hub, too busy, too loud, too impersonal, but the required trip to "Tames House" a beautiful old building which served as the ZI5 headquarters in the city, meant I had to plunge head first into uncharted waters. I think everyone who grew up outside Zootopia heard stories of why it was the best place ever, the sparkling jewel of the modern world, never really lent it much credence to be honest, and usually I requested assignments outside the city itself, which I usually got because no one else wanted to venture into bandit country.

So if I'm not going to wax lyrically about myself, what am I here to do? Good question! I'm actually going to change the subject from ancient history to an all the more recent one; for you see, this whole ordeal started when I re-entered the city of Zootopia, it had been a good two years since I'd last been, an old friend had very highly recommended me for the ZPD detective opening, so from the very start I was all but guaranteed the position, he was the kind of guy that when he talked people listened. The utter bastard. I don't mean that, of course, well... Maybe a bit, although one of the main reasons I took the job was because I didn't want to let him down.

I had been recently sitting on the other reason. That's not a euphemism by the way, this other reason was in fact a P. Vincent Black Panther motorcycle; produced in the 1950s under the line "The world's fastest standard motorcycle. This is a fact, not a slogan." I always liked the arrogance of that line, it knew exactly what it wanted to be, and it be fast. I was also perfectly sized for a rabbit as the "P" stood for possum; I've always found it particularly apt that such an insane machine was designed by an animal which delights in faking its own death. Naturally my dad had saved about five months' worth of pay to buy one second hand model, an absolute wreck of a vehicle but completely original, which meant many long nights of us both working away in the garage restoring it to serviceable condition; I got every bit of my knowledge about engines _and_ curse words while working in that glorified little shed. I'm waffling on about motorbikes, aren't I? So yeah, the reason I'd moved back to Zootopia was that the gutsy bastard had begun becoming increasingly difficult to upkeep, not just in the financial department. For you see I've never had a problem mechanically, quite the opposite in fact, I'd worked damned hard to make sure the _world's fastest motorcycle_ had stayed just so generally by just tuning and upgrading the original design, you'd be amazed at how much power you can squeeze out of two years of solid tinkering. This however, presented a whole new problem; modern horsepower in a sixty year old chassis was threatening to tear the whole thing apart and my engineering knowledge only stretched so far. The bodywork too was in a sorry state, _Donald-Ducked_ as rhyming slang would describe it. Luckily, I'd heard tell that there was a fantastic, if perhaps slightly shady, bodywork shop present in Zootopia's very own Tundra Town, they're mechanic was allegedly a miracle worker and that's just about what I needed. With a job and a mechanic and now had an answer to my prayers and, more importantly, means to fund them, but more so, several reasons to actually move to Zootopia.

So, in a completely sane move, I began renting a small apartment across the road from said garage, not wanting to be far from what was essentially a family heirloom at this point. I can remember when I first arrived a couple of days ago as clear as the fresh snow that covered Tundra Town that morning, one of the few things that amazed me about Zootopia was how they managed to alter the weather for ecosystems that were only a few miles apart. It had been relatively clear, promising a sunny but still bitterly cold day ahead, being on the bike didn't help much with regards to temperature but the raid blaring in my ears through my helmet had helped take my mind off of it. I'd remember picking the station almost instantly upon entering Zootopia's limits, playing eighties' hits which couldn't go wrong but the DJ just had the most hilariously flat and monotone voice. The music in my ear started to fade heralding the coming of a new highly '_enthusiastic'_ announcement, "K. Billy Goat's Epic Sounds of the Eighties' weekend just keeps on coming with this little ditty that reached up to 66 in August of 1982; Ewedas Priest, 'You've got another thing comin''" I had a brief smile to myself before the music one again deafened me.

Approaching my future lodgings showed that things weren't as bad as I'd first assumed they would be, my future apartment was situated on the second floor of an old looking building, but by no means dilapidated. The ground floor was comprised of two storefronts, a bar and some sort of general goods, looked somewhat reputable given the part of town they were situated in wasn't. Highly possible this old façade could have been on the main road through Tundra Town at some point due to how well maintained it was for its age. Speaking of well maintained, the true reason for my pilgrimage was positioned only a few meters away across the road "TT Auto Repairs" a chain link fence cordoned off its perimeter and a sturdy corrugated steel canopy covered the few cars in its lot; ranging from some sort of turbo charged hot rod and something which had four wheels but looked more like it was fit for air travel. _Perfect! _Pulling up in front of my building I shut off the bike and hopped off and moved to collect my paltry belongings from the makeshift trailer I'd been lugging behind the bike, which was really nothing more than a heavily modified wheelbarrow. _Waste not, want not_, as they say. Gratefully all my belongings fit into one large trunk, a trunk which I, even more so gratefully, only had to haul up one flight of stairs. The apartment itself was clean and functional which was great as it already filled the two criteria I was looking for and I immediately began the incredibly straight forward task of unpacking. Heading for the wardrobe, I hung three suit bags up along the rail, the first which usually contained the jacket I was wearing held some spare shirts, the second held my formal ware, which I hoped to whatever deity may be out there that I wouldn't have to use and the third contained something I'm not going to talk about. Along with them I'd brought an old mechanic boiler suit for working on the bike, and pile of underwear which were both tossed into the wardrobe as well. I also fetched a silver firearm box, containing, you guessed it, a firearm and hid it in the bottom of the wardrobe. I put my emergency duffle bag in the corner, filled with _munitions_ left over from ZI5 to put it legally, should I need it. A cardboard box which held various bits and pieces, files and such, I just dumped on the desk for now, hoping that I wouldn't need them for the moment. And now on to my last two items, something to brighten up the place, one a poster from a tour by "The Ram" signed by the lead singer Paul Wooler. The second, also a poster, and perhaps also somewhat controversial given the current climate, from six years ago comprised of one Dawn Bellwether framed in blue, red and white with the word "Flock" written beneath it, a relic from her brief campaign to become mayor of Zootopia. I don't know why I still had it; maybe I just liked the feeling of her imposing glare staring people down as they entered the place. Midway through putting up said poster, there was a knock at the door, thought it might be the landlord or some such initially and as such open the door to find… no one. Casting a brief eye down the corridor revealed it was empty, I even looked up to check the roof, but still barren, looking down I saw a package of four files bound together with and elastic band, a small note was also fixed to the top. Taking it inside and setting the files on my desk I quickly unfurled the note:

"_Avery, I'm giving these to you now while I have time and before you inevitably ask for them as I know you would do. Don't ask how I know where you're staying; let's just say you're not a sneaky as you think you are. Despite this, it is good to have you back in close proximity, and not just so I can keep an eye on you, I also look forward to hearing all about this new job of yours. How about you repay me for this act of terrific kindness by buying me lunch? Best of luck and looking forward to hearing from you, L."_

Show off, just had to turn up at my doorstep hours after my arrival; didn't he have anything better to? Evidently not, _bastard_. I took out my phone and searched my contacts, but then decided against it, might as well let him think he's the big cheese for the evening at least, I'd call him tomorrow. I, unlike him, had more important things to do.

Hopping back on the bike I began the mammoth journey across two lanes and after much trial and tribulation was eventually greeted with the lot of TT Auto Repairs, a young looking porcupine greeted me as I pulled up, seemingly enticed by the sound. "Holy wildebeest! Is that an original Vincent Panther?" he said rushing forward for a closer look.

"It is indeed, rolled of the production line in 1951 and into this lot five seconds ago!" I said returning the elated smile on his face.

"What's this? Looks different from any other model I've seen?" He questioned after a brief inspection of the engine.

"Overdrive system, it's all up to board though, I installed it myself."

He smiled a wide toothy grin, "In that case you seem to have all the bases covered what could you need my help for?"

"That's pretty much the problem, mechanics wise, I'm good, however the chassis is well beyond my expertise, and it's really starting to show its age." I said signalling a small area where the welding was starting to stress. "Also, as I'm sure you can tell, the fuel tank and mudguards here," I motioned to the front guard and gave the fuel tank a slap "really have seen better days, and I'm told there's no one who can work magic on bodywork like you guys, or does someone owe me twenty bucks?"

He'd been nodding agreeing throughout, but was still now, biting a nail seemingly in thought before saying, "Well you're in luck, we just got in a new shipment of high tech carbon fibre stuff, military grade no less, but it ain't cheap and neither are the labour costs for this kind of project…" he trailed off.

"From what I've heard you're worth every penny!" I said with a smile, taking a brown envelope from inside my jacket and handing it to him. It was filled with $1,500 cash, I'd withdrawn it from various banks each day on my trip here, funny how the bills seemed to get bigger the closer to the city I got. "That about cover it for now?"

He flicked through the envelope counting the money for a moment; his almost natural skill at such an action told me that this was the kind of place most people paid in cash at. "That'll do it…" he said "_for now_" he added, sticking out his hand. I shook it instantly, and turned to head back to my apartment confident my bike was in good hands.

"Wait a minute!" I heard come from behind me. I turned, questioning eyebrow raised. "We haven't got any details from you, got a phone number or email or…"

"Come here" I cut him off. "See that apartment over there?" I said pointing to my window across the road. He nodded. "Any problems, give that door a knock, I work most days, so evenings would be best, just pin a note to the door or something if you can't reach me."

"Riiiiight, gotcha!" said the porcupine, not sounding entirely convinced, but, hey, what did he have to lose? "You got a name, buddy?"

"Avery." I called back to him, taking off my helmet for the walk back across the road. "Warren Avery" In hindsight, taking off the helmet may have looked cool, but it was damn cold. I'm talking freezing, and I didn't want to look like any more of a weirdo by putting the helmet back on, sometimes you have to suffer for your art I suppose.

Returning to my apartment shone it a whole new warm, cosy light. I took off my jacket finally and took a seat at my desk, at last getting the chance to examine the files which had appeared earlier. The first file was mine; its courier had taken the time to highlight areas which would be redacted in the ZPD version, which was nice. The second belonged to Judy Hopps, relatively thin, not giving much information of before she joined the ZPD but still a rather interesting read. The third, belonging to one Nicholas Wilde, was exponentially thicker, nothing serious, but a whole load of connections to high profile ZI5 cases and a host of minor offences to be followed up, undoubtedly retracted from his current ZPD record. The fourth file, I believe you're all already familiar with as it contained information regarding Victoria Denton. A decent little care package, if I may say so.

Now, I know you're probably all sick to death of hearing backstory and wish to get back to our two titular characters, which is good as I do as well. I think I've caught up with everything of importance that I know anyway, unless you want to hear what I did with the rest of my weekend…? No? Okay good, the lets jump back into that morning at the ZPD as I was about to make my grand entrance, praying that the whole thing would at least go slightly well…

* * *

><p><strong>Author Note: I'm really pleased with the title of this chapter and I'll level with you; you can stop reading here, nothing I can come up with will match the majesty of wordplay that is "Paul Wooler."Don't worry this isn't going to become a so-called "Song-fic" I just like making terrible puns about my equally terrible tastes in music. But seriously though, thanks for reading, feel free to leave a review or follow or favourite. And PM me if you need to vent frustrations! Love ya!<strong>

**See you next chapter! ;)**


End file.
